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Presbyterian lilies? Are there any Methodist land-
scapes ? So do I make no distinction of class, colour, or
creed in greeting as my co-religionists the rays of sun,
the beams of stars, the leaves of trees, the blades of
grass, the grains of sand, the hearts of tigers, elephants,
lambs, ants, men, women and children. My religion is
the religion without a nickname. It is the religion of
nature. I label none, brand none, possess none, but
serve all like light and sun. So I call it ' THE COMMOK
PATH '.

The central teaching of the ' Common Path,' I have
put into verse :

' Dear little violet, with thy dewy eye,
Look up and tell me truly
When no one is nigh,
What thou art ? '

The violet answered with a gentle sigh :

c If that is to be told when alone,
Then I must sadly own
It will never be known
What am I,

For my brothers and sisters are all around
In the air and on the ground,
And they are the same as L* "

A member of a caste, higher than that of the
ces and Rajahs of India, Swami Rama has devoted
his life to the betterment of his race. Small, slight,
with dark, eager, bright eyes and olive skin, attired
in a black suit wearing at all times a brilliant red
turban, this is Swami Rama. This is the man from
India now in Portland. Not a man from India, Meoa
from India not infrequently reach this port. But seldom
if ever has one of such learning, such broad humaa
sympathies, such unselfish motives carried here.
Foj more than two weeks Swami Rama has been ia
Portland quietly conducting classes and speaking
audiences and Congregations of all kinds and
iiations for the Women's Club, Bishop Scott Academy,